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gratifies their love of strumming and singing without for a
moment disturbing that sunny stagnation of mind, the least dis-
turbance of which they hate worse than cold baths. But in Eng-
land the climate, the national character, and the prices of admis-
sion, are against such entertainments. When I spoke, last week,
of the possibilities of a revival of the old repertory, I was think-
ing, as far as comic opera is concerned, of such works as II
Barbiere, Don Pasquale, Les Deux Journees, Fra Diavolo, or
La Grande Duchesse, and by no means of the second-hand wares
of Cimarosa or Ricci. The operas which did not cross the Italian
frontier when they were young, will not do so now that they are
old. I also stipulated that they should be fairly well done; and,
to be more particular, I may say that one of the conditions of
their well-doing is that the buffo, however comic, shall sing in-
stead of quacking, and that the tenor who revives Come gentil
for us shall not have a shattering tremolo. This last remark is not,
I assure you, a side-thrust at Crispino, which consists of two
hours of Ciampi's buffooneries with no tenor at all, and is, in-
deed, so childish an affair that I really think that any party of
musical boys and girls could improvise something just as clever
and funny, just as one improvises a charade or a game of dumb
crambo. In a very comfortable country-house (if such a thing
exists), or out picnicking in the woods on a summer day, the
Crispino style of entertainment would not come amiss; but in a
crowded theatre, with one's mind made up to have some value
for money paid at the doors, it is not good enough. In all friend-
liness to Signer Lago's enterprise, I recommend him to get rid of
Crispino with all possible expedition, and either to give Caval-
leria Rusticana by itself, without any padding, or else have it
followed by a single act of one of Wagner's operas, played with-
out cuts. Why not, for instance, the second act of Parsifal?

Of the music of Cavalleria (with the stress on the penultimate
vowel, if you please: it is a mistake to suppose that the Italians
call it Cawlearea) I have already intimated that it is only what
might reasonably be expected from a clever and spirited member
of a generation which has Wagner, Gounod, and Verdi at its
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